sioned by a call for "more translation of literary works by non-Anglophone black diasporic authors into English, particularly by U.S.-based translators" (Keene) . This prescription may have caused a good deal of commotion among practitioners in the translation subfield; but the first thing I thought when I read it was, that's what Callaloo has been doing for the past thirty years! If the charge given our panel was to consider the particular ways Callaloo has explored a fertile interface between "creative" writing and "critical" scholarship, one could argue that translation emblematizes such an interface, if we follow the argument of a theorist such as Gayatri Chakravorty Spivak that translation is "the most intimate form of reading." While requiring us to grapple with the aesthetic nuances of a text, translation takes us down, somehow, to the foundation of the interpretative act. Thus the fact that Callaloo has been such an important forum for translation is integral to the way the journal has counterposed new writing and new scholarship, reminding us of the reflexive and analytical qualities in any mode of expression as well as the craft, even the lyricism, at stake in any critical endeavor.
This characteristic editorial approach-sounding diaspora through the practice of translation-goes back at least as far as Callaloo 8-10 in February-October 1980, which included two groundbreaking special sections: "South of the South: A Special Section from the Caribbean and Latin America," edited by Melvin Dixon, and "African Literature," edited by David Dorsey. That triple issue gathered an enormous amount of literature in translation: Herberto Cuadrado Cogollo (Colombia); Jacques Roumain and Jacques Stephen-Alexis (Haiti); José Carlos Limeira, Abelardo Rodrigues, and Angela Lopes Galvão (Brazil); and Birago Diop (Senegal) . If, as Melvin Dixon announces in the preface to "South of the South," the aim of the section is "to enlarge our awareness of the different voices which remind us of our majority presence as people of color in the modern world," then translation is the mechanism by which this goal is accomplished (16).
This orientation is by no means unique in the history of African diasporic periodicals. There are a significant number of newspapers and journals that have aspired to bilingual or even trilingual publication, including the Negro World, La Dépêche Africaine, La Revue du Monde Noir, and Présence Africaine. But with Callaloo, arguably even more than with these other examples, the aim is to expand-continually, relentlessly, restlessly-the horizon of implication and reception through a search for and an incorporation of blackness elsewhere and otherwise. It's worth recalling quickly the list of major sections and even entire issues of Callaloo that have devoted to reports from and, above all, translations of material from a remarkable range of black cultures outside the United States, in places including Guadeloupe and Martinique; Haiti; Puerto Rico; Brazil; Suriname; the Dominican Republic; various parts of Mexico (Coyolillo, Mata Clara, Yunga, and Veracruz); Cuba; Ethiopia; the Middle East and North Africa; and Peru.
1 This impulse to translate, to connect, is one of the central impulses-perhaps even the central impulse-behind Callaloo, and it is a large part of what makes the journal so special.
And I think that it is not hyperbolic to say that there is simply no equivalent to Callaloo as an engine for the cross-language construction of a diasporic literary tradition. One is hard-pressed to come up with any venue that has played such a key role for so long in the labor of pulling works from one language into another, which Callaloo does so regularly. This is at once a founding ideological commitment, an ongoing intellectual endeavor, and an editorial decision with far-reaching consequences for the physical form of the journal. Most often Callaloo tends to publish facing-pages translations, providing both the original and an English-language version of poems, short stories, essays, interviews, and occasionally even major texts in full, such as Eloge de la Créolité (In Praise of Creoleness), the influential statement by Martinican writers Patrick Chamoiseau, Raphael Confiant, and Jean Bernabé, which was published in English for the first time in Callaloo 13.4 in 1990.
I use journals and newspapers in my own classes quite often. I continue to think that we have a great deal to learn about what it means to think through journals: that is, to come to terms with the particular contours of the periodical as a form (polyphony, orchestration, seriality, ongoingness) for an understanding of cultural circulation and change. Just yesterday, in my lecture class on "Black Paris," I was taking my students through the inaugural issue of Présence Africaine, looking at the masthead of the journal, trying to get them to see the ways the journal was positioning itself in the quick currents of postwar Parisian periodical culture (with a carefully chosen advisory board including Léopold Sédar Senghor, Jean-Paul Sartre, and Albert Camus, among others) as well as in the realm of diaspora. That partially bilingual first issue includes Gwendolyn Brooks's stunning lynching poem "The Ballad of Pearl Mae Lee" and Richard Wright's story "Bright and Morning Star" (the latter translated into French by Boris Vian, the French composer, novelist, jazz critic, and radio host), as well as Alioune Diop's founding editorial statement (translated into English in turn by Wright himself). Insofar as it is a project and not merely a random venture, however professionally and personally rewarding and expertly executed, journal work is characterized by the activation and embodiment of an ethos. The essence of this ethos, I believe, is a reflexive spirit of intellectual receptivity and generosity that animates and motivates the collective commitment to the progressive enlargement of the overlapping circles of those-contributors, readers, interlocutors-who recognize themselves as being part of an ongoing moral, political, and cultural conversation. (Scott vii) To me this is Callaloo: an ethos, in precisely this sense. It seems to me that we still have a long way to go, though, in even starting to come to terms with Charles Rowell's achievement in Callaloo-in defining that ethos, which Rowell has not dominated or single-handedly controlled but instead somehow made space for.
If, as Scott points out, editing is a "specialized intellectual activity"-it should go without saying that editing a journal is not like writing a journal article; nor is it like writing a scholarly monograph-we're still not very good at talking about what editors do (ix-x). To take up the terms Scott provides in his preface, the specialized task of editorial practice is to maintain and even to guard jealously the "internally generative source of values and preoccupations" of a journal's "project" (ix). But Scott adds that the project of a journal changes over time "organically, unevenly, out of an agonistic relation between what you can make and what you have found" (ix-x). And here, he is alluding to the delicate, even fraught "tightrope affair" (in Perry Anderson's phrase) of editorial work (Anderson 22) . If the project of any given journal "never knows itself in advance" and only comes to recognize its parameters in the ongoing and never-finished process of serial publication, as Scott argues, then the supple "listening" that allows the journal project to be reshaped through the "receptivity to new kinds of work, new kinds of voices" only happens in the active process of editing (ix, x). For it is the editor's job to manage the "ongoing" self-definition of the journal's project, which only happens through its contact with an outside: with the unfamiliar and the new. In other words, the project is only disclosed through the virtual "conversation" that is serially and formally constellated in the interplay and discrepancy among the multiple individual texts published in the journal-a conversation that must come to suggest its own center of gravity, as it were, while remaining open to the entry of new voices that inevitably shift that center.
Receptivity in this sense is clearly a matter of accommodating new material, new voices, and this is another accomplishment of Callaloo that we could spend another whole panel on: the number of writers that Charles Rowell has introduced us to, and the number of us who have first been welcomed into print in its pages. But the work of editing is also a matter of assemblage. That "conversation" among emergent and established voices only comes into view, issue by issue, through the journal's carefully curated "disposition of space": the deliberate order and arrangement of the contents to suggest certain kinds of juxtaposition or convergence (Terdiman 122). Charles Rowell is a master of this aspect of journal work. One might say that in this way the art of editing is an art of orchestration. To observe this fact is only to begin to suggest the necessary scope of comparison to comprehend Rowell's accomplishment in Callaloo over the past forty years. A great editor must be a master collagist; a great editor has to be a fierce advocate and organizer; a great editor needs to be a consummate composer and arranger. To think about it from this angle is to begin to intuit the proper pantheon for making sense of the quality of editorial achievement, in which we would need to evaluate Rowell's work as an art parallel to that of, say, Romare Bearden, Ella Baker, or Duke Ellington.
NOTES

